steps at a time, determined not to let the stranger escape again without gratifying her curiosity about himself and his boat. Mrs. Ap-Nanny, a grave and solemn matron, as silent as her husband, next made her appearance, and the beautiful hands of Ellen prepared the tea. "Ellen, my dear,55 said Miss Ap-Nanny, "perhaps Mr.-----I beg the gentleman's pardon, I have not the pleasure of knowing his name." "My name,5f |p$ the stranger, "is Calidore." "A foreigti^n,afne, I presume,53 said Miss Ap-Nanny. "Probably,55 said the stranger. "But, dear me, sir, surely you must know something about your own name!55 "Certainly,55 said Calidore, stealing glances all the while at Ellen, and perfectly distrait. "Allow me to hand you some toast: you must have had a very pleasant sail yesterday.55 "Very pleasant!55 "Did you come far?55 "Very far.55 "From Ireland perhaps.55 "Not from Ireland.55 "Then you must have come a long way in such a small boat, such a very small boat.55 "Not so very small: it is one of our best sea boats.55 "Do you carry your best sea boats in your waistcoat pockets ? Then I suppose in your great-coat pockets you carry your ships of the line! But, dear me, sir, you must come from a very strange place.55 "I come from a part of the world which is known to the rest by the name of [161]s of
